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WHAT MAKES A LITERARy SHORT STORY? [ 199
to acComplish literary distinction. The money may come to
us, bu~ as I said above, that will be accidental and wi,ll have
no bearing on the judgment as to whether our work isP'good
or bad. . ,,' 'I .
Our time is one of the richest as well as one of the most
difficult times for the writer. There is so much to be known,
felt, organized, and wri~n. We are living in a time of vio-
lent social changes, and woe be to the writer who is oblivious
to these changes. Perhaps you will say, how can a writer
be blind to what is going on about him? My answer would be
. ,
that there are many people who are so busy looking back
that they see nothing about tpem. The young writer espe-
cially tries so hard. to see "how Hemingway did it" or how
Anderson or Cather or Mansfield did it, that he is receiv-
ing nothing into himself at all. It would be far better for
the literature of our time if all would-be writers forgot the
masters of yesterday and listened and looked hard at what
is going on about them now. There .is no necessity to spend ,
". time trying to find "how" to say something if you are not
,going to have anything to say! And' if we are sensitive to
oil; <i-
our time, we are going to have plenty to say-and'the way
to say it need not worry us, for that will come easily enough.
Grief
By IRENE FISHER
There is a rhythm in the waves of grief
Spreading in circles' wide and wider still
From the stone drQPped
Within the depths of anguish.
The waves recede; farther and farther away,
Smaller and smaller as they go
And sorrow, I heart close.
Is nothingness. It is not there 'at all.
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